_that the patient was averse to baving

3

| Human Documents of Married Life

By Virginia T. Van de Wafter

Intimate and Human,
Which Might Occur to Any One of Us at Any Time

Alive, Each Story

a Problem

WHY | LEFT MY WIFE

oan say truthfully that Dorls

and 1 loved each other whan
: wo married, Heaven knows
BR XY thera wns no need for elther
of us to marry If we did oot
want to. Dorls could have had any
one of several ellgibles whom she
kept dangling after her—never quite
relusing n man until he Insisted upon
her taking him or leaving bim; while
I was very well satiefled with my life
a8 & buchelor physician with emongh
money (o keep me comfortables until
I made & succoss of my practios. And,
Aas to him that hath is usually glven,
#0, i8 [ wna not dependent for bread
and butter upon the practise of medl-
clns, 1 waa soon earning encugh from
my profesylon to pul jam on my bread
and to buy the "gilt-edged” quality of
bulter. To drop the metaphor, T had
o hindsomely furnished office, and
tived with my mother, I spent many
evenlngs nt my club, and had a goodly
anumber of friends. Allogether, my

lite was a comfortable one In every |

way—untll I fell In love Then 1
thought [ could never be happy until
oris married me, Perhaps 1 would
aol have been. Who kunows?

i do not mean to be frivelous; but
fn contemplating the follies in one's
his one must laugh—or curse.

All married people have thelr 1Mt
tla squabbles, tholr little differences
of opinlon, I suppose, and 1 regarded
the arpuments and disputes that my
wile and I had as parl and parcel of
every wodded life. For the first year
or two woe wero very well sntsfled
with cach other, and with our new
nurroundings.

As o physician I bad, of course, a
right aud a duly to keop profesalonal
business to myself, but as 1 414 not
mention thls {aet to Doris until an is
wie wina raised, she did not know how
much or how little 1 told her of my
private affnlm. When we had been
married about eighteen months, how-
over, I had occasion to expross my
views upon the subleot. A putient
sant me a letter which eams when I
waa oubt. This patient chancod also
to be a friénd of my wife, and when
idoria saw her hand-writlng on the en-
velope she jumped to the conclusion
that the writor had made & mistake
and that the letter was meant for her,
Bo she opened it In doing this she
did not tear the envelope, ns the flap
did not adhers tightly, and came un-
fastoned easily, without marring the
paper. YWhen Doris had read the let-
ter, whieh wem o request that I eall,
professionally, the following evening,
sha slmply toueched the envelope-Gup |

#rith a drop of mucilage, and closed it,
pulting the letter with other mall
an muy oflica tabie. Naturally 1 ¢id
ol moeytion the mntter of her friend’s
on to Doris.  In fact, I knew

Indispos

ge konow of 1. So when, at din-

Aany
nar the next evening, Dorla remarked,
[ aupposo you are going over to the
Marksons’ lonipght®* T started slight-
Iy, then red mysolf.

an! MM Clarkson told you she
bal Bent for me, did she?” 1 com-
menled,

My wife amiled and said nothing.
Later whea [ referred to the matter
iz talking to Mra, Clarkson, saying

without asking my permission. She
fooked at me with a tHumphant half-
rmile

"And do you ask my permission
befors you make appointments with
women? she querled aarcastically.

I strove to speak calmly. “Do try
to be sensible, Doris! You konow that
professional engugemonts are very dit-
feront from social affalrs”

1 did not ask her not to go to lunch.
eon ngaln with men, for I was sure
that If I did she would go when she
chose, only would say nothing to me
about it

My wife and my mother were never
intimate. T am sure that my mother
tried to think of Doris na a daughter,
but they had llttle In common, exeept
their love for me—and that la not
often a bond of unlon between a man's
wifs and his mother.
| Of course [ went to see my mother

whenever 1 could, and soon 1 learned
not to mention many of these calls,
for Dorls had n nagglng way of ob-
jecting to them. Each afternoon, af-
ter my round vislts, ns I returned to-
ward home, I would glance at my
| wateh as T neared my mother's house,
and i T had time I would run In and
chat for & while. A week after the
conversation Just recorded I was
warming fmy chilled hands at my
mother's cheery gratefire when the
telepttone In her hall rang sharply.
1 was wanted on the wire.
| It was my wife who was speaking.
| Sha had reachied home ten minutes

before, expecting to find me there,
as my oMee hours had alréady be-
| gun. The mald had told her that I
| had been ealled up three times by ona
| pereon, as 1 was wanted on an ur |
| gent case.
| "It just occurred to me," added
Dorls, “that perhaps you were at your
mother’'s, although I could hardly be-
Hova it, as you called there only yes
! terday afternoon.”
| Perhaps the fact that the telephone
wis botween ud made It ensier for me
to say, "l am here many afternoons.”

That eveulng, over our colee, she
remarked:

“Tom, T wish youn would pay more
attention to businpss.”

I looked my amazement.

“Yea,” ahe continued, “1 do! This
afternoon you might have mizsed n
good blg consultation fee just by stop-
ping to see your mother.”

“There are soms things 1 care mare
for than money,” | remarked Hlogical-
Iy.

“I know it!" she exclaimed. “And
I think it's pretty hard on me that
you do not earn all the money that
you might. Don’t yon suppose that I
would like to have the things-that rich
doctor's wives have?”

I sot down my cup and gazed at her
incredulously.
“Oh, yes" she

wont on, “1 mean
what I say! You think just because
I don't speak of such things that I
never wish 1 had a motor car. and

trialned servants, and a private house,

i lots of handsonr lothes! 1 tell |
. 'Tom, those are toe things that |
e life worth while."
*And Is not your ilfe worth while?™ |
I asked.

“Of coursa you think it iz boecause
I am married to you!" she burat forth.
“But what have I?7 An apartment,
when T want & housa: two servants,

that, of ecourse, I had mnot felt at
liberty to mention her lliness to my
wite untll 1 lesmed that she had
tieard of it from the patient hersell,
[ wans informed that 1 was mistaken,
wnd that nobedy but the patient and
her husbmnd knew that she was not
perfectly well,

Buspecting that my wife had opened
sy mall, 1 reproached her with having
dore so. She reminded me that, not
knowing T was the Clarksons' physi-
glan, It was quile matural that she
&honid have made the mistake think.
tag that the letter addressed i{n her
iriend's handwriting was meant for
twer, and that the “Dr” on the en:
valops had been written in ervor,

“Why didn't you tell me what you
had done?” I demanded sharply.

Shoe tosaed her head. “Well, if you
must know, becnuse | was afrald you
would scold—as you are doing now,
You ses, T was right In my fears”

A woek later 1 chanced W see lying
‘at my wite's plate one mornlng a let-
ter addreased to her in ths hacdwrit
lag of & man whom [ knew, and who
was nn occasional caller at our home,
I supposed that when Doris came
down (o breakfast she would expluin
the letier to me, Instead, she opened
it, glanced over It, refolded It, re-
turned It to ts envelope, and opened
nud read the rest of her correspon-
dence. As | was leaving tho house,
she remarked carelesaly:

"Suall you be at home to luncheon ™

I replied that I expecled to be.
“Why 7" I nekod.

“Katio wiil take care of you," she
toformed me, “for [ shall not be in.”

“Ah!" I said, "1 414 not know that
you had soything on band for this
mornlug.”

T am lunching downdlown with a
frinnd,” she replied brielly.

The nixt day one of my patients
mentioned, carslessly and lnnocantly,
that she had meen my “preity wite

when I want a half-dozen—as other
women have; a trolley ear or a taxi-
ecab to ride in, when | want my own
motor; one new dress where [ really
need a half-dozen!™

"Perhaps,” [ sald coldly, “you may
pome day have all these things, but
it will not be untll I am an older man.
If you loved me you would be willing
to wauit and be patient.”

I pushed my chair back and left the
table, I slmply did not dare remain
longer In the room with my wife. My
temper la qulek and hot, and the ooly
way In which I can control it 1s to get
away alone with {t. I had had time
to become ealm when, an hour later,
Doris opened the door of the library
where I sat reading.

“Dear Tom," she sald softly, "1 was
very horrid, and cross, and pleggy to-
night, and I am sorry. Won't you
please forgive me? For 1 love you,
Tom, and even if you were as poor as
—a newspaper man"—with a gurgling
laugh~"T would love you Just ks much
a8 1 do now."

I gathered her Into my arms and
kissed her.

She perched contentedly on my kneas
and talked, running her fingers
through my hair. “Really, Tom, I
think one thing that muakes me so
horrid and fretful s becanss [ am
worried. I need some new clothes
dreadfully.”

“Many of them?' I naked, remem-

swell oconsions.
Iy & beauty!™

“Well, dear,” 1 sald gontly, “your
old husband {8 not mo poor that he
can't pay for a really pretiy dress for
you, especlally when you have come
to him of your own accord and ‘fested
up' your extravagance."

The above eplsode was siill fresh
In my mind when, n few evenings
Inter, a8 I was starting out to at-
tend a dinner of my medleal club, §
knocked at the door of my wife's room
to bid hor good-by. Before she could
reply I turned the knob and entersd
8ho stood, fully dressed, before her
long mirror, surveying hersell approv-
Ingly. Bhe wore a costume which 1
had never seen before, a gorgeouns af-
falr, cut low In the neck, and with
filmy lace velling the upper part of her
shapely arms,

“My new receptlon-gown, the ona 1
told you of,” she sald in reply to my
inquiring look

“Oh, are you golng out
evenlng? 1 asked, In surprise,

“No. I've Invited a friend to dine
ner,” sho replled hastlly, as she hur
ried from the room to give her mald
some forgotten directions. Bhe was
gone befors I could ask for further
particulars, and she lingered so long
In the kitchen or dining room that 1
could not walt until her return with-
out belng late for my engngemoent. As
1 stepped from the elevator of our
apartment house I came face to face
with Ricthard Clarkson, the husband of
the patient whom I have alrendy men-
tioned. A vague wonder crossed my
mind a8 I nodded to him as to whom
he was golog to visit In our bullding.
Ho wore, I also noted, hls evening
clothes, Then the matter passed from
my mind.

Nor did T think of It again unti] I
stepped into my wife's room when I
came home at twelve o'elock that
night, BShe lay In bed, propped among
her pillows; the eleetrie bulb above
her threw a strong light upon the
French novel she was reading and up-
on her unnaturally flushed face. She
had been eating marrons glaces from
a4 huge box of these sweelmeats that
stood on the table by her bed. Glanco-
ing at them, I remembered that they
cost a dollar and a half a pound, and
noted that the box before me must
hold easily four pounda.

“Who has beon spreading chest-
nuts at your feet in liou of roses?” [
asked teasingly, thinking, first of all,
of one or two women friends who had
an abundance of money and were
fond of humoring my wife's love for
sweets,

"Oh, a friend of mine,” she sald
lightly, and straightway began asking
mo about what kind of an evening
I had had, who was at the dinner, efe,
It was not until I rose from the easy
chair Into which 1 had thrown myself
that it ocourred to me to inguire.

"Dy the way, who dined with you to-
night

For a moment she heslitated, then
mads an effort and sald frankly,
“Mr. Clarkson.”

“Clarkson!" 1 gasped.

“Pray, why not?" asked my wife de-
flantly.

“But how does he happen to dine
with you, and how do you happen to
let him, a married man, dine alone
with you?"

Her face hardened. “And how,"” she
asked, imitating my manner, “do you
happen to dine with Mrs. Clarkson,
and how does she, & married woman,
happen to let you dine slone with
her?

“Don't be a fool!™ 1 exclalmed. I
should think that even you, with your
shallow comprehension, would see,
when I have explained It to you dozens
of timea, that there is a difference bhe-
tween A physician accepting an lnvita-
tion to remain to dinner at a house
at which he Is calling and his wife de-
liberately asking a marrled man to
dine with her when she knows her
husband 18 golng to be out until nearly
midnight! Did he bring you these bon-
bone?" 1 asked susplelously, as my
eyes resled for a moment on the box
beslde her.

“Yeu."

I stood looking down at her. Tha
white light over her bed showed me
that, although when angry or fright-
ened Dorls usually became pale, the
vivid rose In her cheka had not faded,
Before she could suspect my Intention
I turned quickly to her dressing table,
poured some violet tellet water upon
my handkerchiaf, and, as quickly, bent
over my wife and wiped her cheek
with ft. The bandkerchief was
stalned with pink. 1 showed it to her
and sneerad:

“Paiuting, ¢h? 1 suppose that the
complexion you wear for your hus.

And, Tom, It {s real:

this

bering sundry obligations I must meet
tho first of the month.

“Well, several” she laughed. “And
now that 1 am trying to be good 1
think I ought to make a confesslon to
you, Tom."”

“Go ahead!™ T sald,

“Well, 1 really need n new street-
dresy and o recoptlon-gown, und, be-
sldes that, nn evening gown, but [ did
nol want to bother you about all this
when you have so much on your mind,
80 1 just ordered one of them—ths
reception-gown-—without saylng any-
thing to you about {t. It {s made so.
handromely that it will do for an
erening gown, t0o, except upon vory

band Is not quite sirong and vivid
enough for one of your men frienda?
How long since you adopted the ‘mak-
ing-up' business?"

She sat up in bed, her eyes flashing.
“You are rude and unjost!™ she ox-
clalmed. “"How long Is it since you
qualified as & censor of morals?"

My anger left me as suddenly as it
had come, 1 sat oh the aide of the
bed and tried to make the excited
womian Hsten to reason. “Child,™ I
aald,

things? 1 want you to be happy, and
I do not want to be hard upon you'"
{ saw that she was Ustening and I

continued: “I give you all that 1 can
aftord to give youw. 1 wish I eould let
you have everything that money oan
buy; but, yon see, 1 am not a rich
man."

"There are othar things that money
won't by that yob might give me, and
don't!” ahe exclalmoed

“What do you meau’”

“That you cnn Always fod time to
go to your medical club, and to ses
your mother, and to go here, there,
and everywhere, while I must amuse
myself. You koow ns well as I do
that 1 want you te make as many calls
a8 you can, for they menn business,
But there are Jots of other places
¥ou go, and, I warrant, have n good
time, too, while I can stay at home,
and then get scolded if T have u nlce
man friend here to dinner.”

It was useless lo try to make her
understand.

All during that winter Mpes, Clark.
ron suflered with a nervous trouble
that made It negessary for her to cob-
sult me often, One of thd exeiting
causes of her condition, 1 shrewdly
suspected, was the fact that she and
her husband were growlng steadily
npart. Perhaps he did not understand
a woman of her Bensitive nature, per
haps her mercurial temiperament frri
tated him, for he was calm and un-
imnginative. All doctors know his
type—the well, strong, robust man
who I8 angered by tears and exasper
ated by n woman's nervous fangles.
Once or twlee I had attempted to
make him sees that his wife's health
was in danger, but ag long as she was
up and about he atiributed heér des
presslon and exoltabllity to “whims."
When her nervous attacks would
threaten her, the gufferor would send
for me to give her some quleting
preseription or to peason her out of
the "horrors™ that wore symptomatie
of her nervous conditlon, 8he was
voery young, and I was heartlly sorry
for her. She had no relative In our
large clty, and was too proud to take
ordinary friends into her confidence.
Some one—possibly Clurkson himsell
—mentloned to my wife that thia one
of my patlents was very dependent up-
on me. Of coursn Dorls spoke to me
of It

"To my way of thinking,” she sald,
“a popular young physiclan should be
very careful not to get himself talked
about."

"It people are looking for evil they
will find It everywhera” [ affirmed.
“"And the physician in the discharge

)
i

of his duties should be
fear of such gossip.’

Heor lps quivered, and, scelng that
she was unphappy, | explanined to her
the sltuation as dispassionately and
fully as 1 counld.

“"You know, Doris,” I assured her,
“that 1 am always, and everywhere,
faithful to you."

That she doubted me to the extent
of watching me was proved one day
when 'l came suddenly upon her read-
Ing & letter which It had left, inad-
vertently, upon the hall table. She
started and tried to conceal har action,

“What are you doing? I demanded.

“I found this letter here, on the
hall table, instead of on your desk
whera you ususlly leave your madl,
and I though you had left it hera for
me to read, but as soon as I began it
I saw my mistake, and did not read
more than the first ‘line,” she sald,
avolding my eyes,

1 knew that she lled, but & man does
not tell his wife a teuth of that kind
—unless he ls very angry.

‘When I was alone,'] glanced again
over the letter. It was from Mrs.
Clarkson, saylng that she was worried
sbout & matter that eopncerned her
closely, and wonld call at my office at
six o'clock that evening.

By the time she cams the fact that
Doris must know of the appointment
had slipped from my mind, but nway
down In my Inner copsclousnoss was
a feellng of resentment that she had

above the

you only angry when you say thede |

read my lettor. Man 18 a complex
being, nod (L may be thal the contrast
between her scheming and uncandid
ways and the frank, epen manner of
my patient made me espdcinlly gentle
to the latter when she called. B8he
had comae to confide ta me that she
felt ahe muat get away from town for
| & while, and to ask me to suggest to

SWdne

ber
leave when sho safd:

"I hate to go on a fourney alons,
yot nrzllhn_d has not the time to |

Then, too, ho thinks me so silly, as
I suppose [ am. He ean't eomprelond
why I have such foolish notions, and [
try to control them; but, oh, 1 got
80 frightened!"

"Poor child!™
girl!"

She dropped her hedd on my shoul
dar with a sob. She seemed so young
ind o helpless that, instinetively, I
lald my hand on her bowed hoad.

"l know It in hard, dear” I whis-
pered. 1 know all about "

“Yea," abe sobbed. “Thank God you
do! 1t 1 go away, how shall 1 got on
without yout"

A rustle at the door made ma look
up. My wife stood there. Sho had
turned the knob nolselessly and en-
tered the room. Before I could speak
she was gone,

When the last patlent for that eve-
ning had left my office my wife asked
ma if ghe might see me alone. Her
manner was cold, her eyes hard, She
sat down In my desk chalr, and ! stood
in froot of her. 1 was angry; so was
she. I walted for her to speal.

“Tom,” she began, "I wish to say
to you that you will have to earry on-—
aftalra—such as you have with Mrs,
Clarkson somewhere else than In your
own home. You know that I saw
what tock place thils evenlng,”

I held my temper in check, ns I
nsked, “Do you think that scene re-
quires an explanation?

“No! Anyone can understand a
scene ke that, uniess he has a purer
mind than most peopls.'

“Than you bhave, you mean?" 1

I said, “you poor

asked bitterly.

She flushed hotly, bul went on, “As
long as I am your wife I will not be
insulted by lhavitg these things hape
pen where the servants may coma
in upon them,"

I tried to speak calmly. “You ara
Inboring under a misapprehension,
Doris. On my own nccount I eare
nothing, but for the sale of a good
woman I wish you to understand—"

She Interrupted me, springing to her
feet and confrontlng me. "I tall you
I understand It well enough!" she
exclalmed. "When a woman has her
head on n married man's shoulder,
and 18 wondering how she ‘can got

SHE HAD TURNED-THE KNOB NOISELESSLY AND ENTERED

on without him," it ean have but one

M

meaning. And I will not stand It
Oh, I sm no fool! 1 know what such
scones mean!"

I clenehed my hands to keep.from
touchie her. Even in my rage |
remembered that she was a woman,
and my wife. “You ought to know what
such scenes mean!' 1 retorted. “Since
you make demands, so shall I |
have made them before, however,
without enforelng them, Now 1 re-
peat that you are to accept no
more favors from Jack Moore. Do
you hear? Don't you suppese your
mafds gossip about that affair? Don't
¥eu suppose that one or the other of
them saw, ns 1 did, his card lying on
your dressing-table with the box that
had contained the orchids he sent
you? Moreover—llaten to me!—
Moore has a reputation that ought to
keep a decent woman from wanting to
speakk to him, much less aceept his
favors."”

Bho looked at me for a moment,
wide eyed, then burst into tears.
“That {s the way with you men!"” she
exclaimed. “You can do as you please!
But we women must not take & step
outside of the narrow path you, our
owners, mark out for us! [ won't be-
lieve anything against Jack Moore.
Heo 18 my friend, and I like him. You
are jealous, that's all!™

“You have heard what 1 sald!™ I
warned her. “See that you do as 1
téll you In this matter!”

“I'll do as T lke!" she fashed out
vehemently, “You do!"

“For God's sake,”
“ghut, up!"

8he caught her breith and gazed at
mo aghast.

“Yes!" I went on, my voice breaking
Burfi, sm spuve of all my efforts to
ateady it. "1 mban it!

1 exclaimed

er a quiet resort. Wo talked the|
mattor over, and ahe had risen to | nable

accompany me, even If he wianted to. |

you
encugh to read my lettor you woeuldn't
have been hora eavesdropplng. Put
sinee you wers, 1 have the right to tell
you that 1 don't llo to you und that
I'm Innocent. 1 declare it on my
honor! You ean belleve It or not, as
you Hke!* .

EBhe was standing near the door,’
watching mo, startled, but, at these
words, she threw back her bead and
Inughed harshly. “As you make the
assertion on your honor, 1 do not be-
lieve it!" And she was gone, '

1 slammed the door behind her,
locked 1t, burled my face in my hands
and, to my owsn horror, burst inta
hysterical sobm,

I had expected to go to my club that
evening, and had told my wife so
earller in the day, adding that | would
not get home before midnlght, After
the soene through which I had just
pasped I wam too much shaken, my
nerves wers too raw, for me to want
to chut with a crowd of men, and 1
wont Instead to spend a eouple of
qulet, restful hours with my mother.
I told her nothing of what had hap-
pened, but her very presence calmed
me. Leaving her at tem o'clock, 1
came home and et myself into the
apartment nolaelessly, supposing that
Dorle had gone to her room and, pos-
albiy, to sleep. With no other thought
in mind, I pushed open the door of a
Httle room which we eallod “the den.”
An 1 entered, T saw that the room was
lighted only by the glow from the
grate-fire, AL right angles to the fire.
place waus a couch heaped with cush-
lons, Beated on thls, leaning back
among the cushlons, was my wile,
She wore a new evening gown, and,
even in that moment, I remembered
with a sensation akin to lronical
amusement that only today 1 had seot
her dressmaker a check for it. Bend-
ing over her, and gazing down at her,
was Jack Moore. His hand held hers,
and she smiled up into his face., The
look In his eyes made me want to kill
him. [ stepped forward and touched
an electrie button, flooding the room
with light. In a glance, I saw on the
table by the couch two glasses, siphon,
and a bottie half foll of Scotch
whiskey. Befora | could collect my
wits, Moore laughed lightly,

“l wns Just saylng good night te
this fair Jady,” he sald, relinguishing
the hand he pretended to have been
shaking. "And now I bid you good
night, doctor.”

lguoring his outstretched hand, 1
strode to the door and flung it wide
open, pointing to it with a quivering
finger. “Get out of here, you cur!" 1
exclaimed.

He justified my use of the epithst
by obeying silently, and so guickly
that in Jesa than thirty seconds 1
hoard the front door close behind
him.

Without a word I caught my wife
by the arm and dragged her to her
feet. As 1did so 1 fell my Nngers sink
into her flesh. 1 saw her wince, and I
was glad. She gased at me as if fns-
cinated. [ heard mysell speaking as
though I were aoother man-—all the
while holding her firm, cool arm. 1
told her that thia wns the end of
things between us; that I could no
longer endure her und her lles; that
she could go ber way and I mine;
that 1 would support her, but I wonld
never live ‘with her sguin—never!
She made no protest, only steod there
and looked al me with a half-sneer on
her Ups.

"What have you got to say?" I
asked her at last, In a hoarse volce
which I scarcely recognized as my
own. 1 lst go of her arm and walted
for her to speak. She must anawer
me, | thought, but she was silent. |

“What have you got to ssy?" 1
repeated, more loudly. Onece more I
heard my volce rise to a querulous
falsette. My teeth chattered as
though 1 had a hard chill. I gripped
my wife by both shoulders, seizing her
so tightly that I thought she muat ery
out that I was hurting her. 1 hoped
she would, as 1 felt my fingers sink
again into her flesh. But this time
#he did not wince. She looked me
straight In the eyes, and her reply
slowly nnd distinctly,

“That you are a cad, and | hate
you!"™ she hissed.

My hands dropped. 1 saw on her
bars shoulders the printa of my strong
fingers and the livid dents my nalls
had made, I watched the finger-marks
as they changed from white to angry
erimson.

Then I went out of the house, and
left her standing there,

Threa months after my wife and 1
had parted, 1 chanced one Sunday
noon to be passing the fashionable
church of which Doris had been a
member before our marringe. A throng
of people were pouring out nfter the
morning service. A whim selzed me
to enter. Of late yeara I had at-
tended church but seldom. 1 remem-
bered that after the service just ended
there would be the celebration of the
communion, to which only n amall part
of the congregation would remain.
Entering, 1 went Into a pew In a
shadowed corner and lstened to the
service, until, looking up suddenly,
I saw Dorils passing up the alsle to-
ward the chancel. A wave of regret,
compunotion and ecompasslon swept
over mé—a desire to be at peace with
her—and, obeying an ipexplicable
impulas, I followed her up (he alsle, As
she knelt at the altarrall, 1 knelt down
beside her. An I did so, she
her bowed head and glanced st ma,
then quistly arose, walked down the
aisle, and out of the church. Kneel
lhg there, dazed, T remembered that
it was at this altar we had been mar-
ried. |

(Copyright, by Moffat, Yard & Ca)
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only does it stir up currents of air

which seatter tho fallen and Infected

follags, but It mctually carries insects
districts

many miles into which bave

vestigation revesled the fact, however,
that the man whe forwarded the eggy
had previously bee

lng tho moth In

the arrival of a scientist

Gamble Down in O
Mexico. i

Local “Ferin,” When Every Gambler
Leta Instincts Revel and Plays His
Favorite Game—~Quilek Changes
in a Day.

Gumbling, which 1 as old as the
pyramids and s young ps Bromdway,
1n one of the chief features of life in
present-day Mexlco, the New York
Evening Telegram remarks.

And the philosophy of gambiing
among our southern nolghbors beyoud
the Rio Grande is glven by Henry
Baerleln in his “Mexles, the Land of
Unresat.”

“And now wh come to tha philoso-
phy of all this matter,” writes Mr.
Baerleln. One may argue that there
s none, and that people gamble In the
Meoxican republi¢ for the sama reasons
us they gamble elpawlhere,

“But, docording to & certuin school,
the Mexicans demand consideration
that Is quite pecullar,

“They are given, so "tis sald, to gam.
bling on mccount of Imperfections In
thelr  agricultural economy. Wide
stretohes of the lund are always rush.
lng from one extreme into the other,
from extréeme fertility to unproductive-
nous. L

“In four and twenly hours the people
pags from wealth to misery. Thelr
wheat is all destroyed, their flocks are
dying, and underneath the wheel of
fortunie they are helpless If it does not
take another turn, which consumma-
tion is not to be brought about except
by gambling,

“Mexico is vast, and on the one hand
thers are tracts of country which un-
roll a savage frultfulness—such ue the
part of Coahulla where It Is sullicient
for the cotton to be planted once In
ten years, and the district pear to Ira-
punto where, & mile or more above
the sea, one has throughout the year
crop after erop of strawberries; and
s0 the jungle, round a rubber clear-
Ing, where the tentacles of the vege-
tation try to choke all human effort,
and If they are cut will grow agaln,
and at the rate of hall an inch a day.

“Then, on the other hand, we have
the desert places whera the summer's
heat or ghastly whirlwinds or the dust
goes dancing, but where cactioe grows
and nothing else,

“In elther sort of territory you know
what I8 to be expected; it will surely
happen, but a great deal of the land
{8 subject to the vacillations we have
mentioned. And the causes nre less
difficuit to find than to prevent.

“What a country! Portlons of it
change so fAttle that we have the tale
of a Chicago woman who cams down
to live in_this eternal spring, and as
the mercury of the barometer did not
g0 much me tremble she was certain
that the Instrument was out of order,
and she broke it!

“In those other reglons that we have
deseribed & lnborer would formerly
have chosen one of three professions
—brigandage, rebelllon, gambling.

“Now the former has hees more or
leas blotted out by the rurales, rebel-
lion does not always offer the antigoe
inducoments;, and the disappointed la-
borer falls back on gambling., He is
not restrieled to the lottery.

“There is sald to be a time for all
things, and In Mexico It ts the local
ferin (the falr} when every gambler
fa supposed to let his Instincts revel
He can start to play soon after sun-
rise, and if he should be unfortunate,
can visit, now and then, the image In
whose honor sll the festival s being
held,

“Monte, roulette and lotto are the
chlef games, It is curious to see a
circle of adults, thought of the poorer
classea, nolomnly seated at thelr lotto
cards and walt until the fish or bird
is called. . . .

“There la a demand for fighting
cocks. ., . The cock fight in itself
{s unattractive, belng but a matter of
some seconds. As the one bird flles
neross the other be brings into play
the fearful spur that has been fastenasd
to his leg., A mass of (feathers

tumbles down and many pesos change .

their owner."

Peoru the Bource of Cocalne,

There I8 & shrub in high Peru which
does not hring the blegsing of the po-
tato—I mean the coca tree, whence
comes cocaine. The leat s chowsd by
young and old, Bome doctors say it
Is very bad for the peopls of Peru.
The infantile death rate s high. jad
they say few old persons are to ba
found. Other doctors aver that the
cocu leaf is very good for the peasants,
1 am inclined to take u view belween
the two oplnlons. I met a man in
Cugeo who was running a grocery
store, and Professor Glessecke told me
they had very geod proofs in that town
that he was & hundred und fifty years
pld. He wsold me chocolate and also
cocn lenves. I chewed the leaves to
{ry to cure an ulcer in my stomach,
and they helped me more than all the
medicines of clvilleation that I had
tried.—Natlonal Magazine.

Ups and Downe.
*“He proposed to her on one of the
Alpine peaks and she threw him

down." s

“Think of that!™
' “Hut he pulled himself togather and
asked her sgain®

“What happened thenT

“She took him up."

*Well] Well!"

“They've been married a yoar now
and he's more cast down than ever,”

Chiness Maze

o =

W




